A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
ports.   We pass through what is left of my old
battalion.   Jameson, a captain, I see.   There;is"-'no
time to stop: moreover, am I not followed by sixty
horse? We exchange salutations. On the morrow he
dies.  Benzie meanwhile has become unhorsed. We
push on.   Each to his task? we return separately.
Late in the night we plod back in the mud to relieve
some Yorkshire men.  The Tank  colonel arrives.
All is ready.   The hour of advance is settled for
10.30 ajn., on the morrow.   The Welch Bantams
are faced with their acid test.  Will they be found
wanting?   G.H.Q. evidently does not know its own
strength, or has it confused our Welshmen with
others?   While Andrews is wanting to bet fifty to
one  against   Bourlon village being   taken,   and a
thousand to one on the wood being captured, a
G.H.Q. staff officer wants to bet twenty to one
against the capture of the wood! 'I wish I'd met the
ass/ says Andrews, a few hours later, while lying
seriously wounded on a stretcher, outside my dug-
out; 4he wouldn't have had a bean left with which
to go on leave next time!5   Of course Andrews is
intuitively right.   He knows all the men.   Benzie
wants to take the village, in addition to his own task
which he successfully accomplishes ifi the morning,
on the afternoon of the 23rd and then hand it over
to others, for safe custody!
Our  headquarters  at   Graincourt   are   in   some
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